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auto takes me to Port-Vendres, whence, at once, I think only of getting
away again.
20 August
Reached Marseille last night. I sail at three o'clock for Bastia; where
we arrive tomorrow at dawn; whence I plan to reach Calvi the same
day.
Calvi, 21 August
Ah, how wise little Henri B. was not to come and how mad I should
have been to bring him! How well off I am to be alone! For such a
long time I have not traveled alone; however free I am with Marc, still
my thought is influenced by him and cannot follow its natural course.
Left Marseille at three p.m.; disembarked this morning before six
o'clock at Bastia, where I immediately took an auto for Calvi. Calmest
possible crossing, but sleepless night. Cloudy at the moment of sailing,
the sky quickly cleared. After some hesitation, I have taken a room in
the best hotel; the price of the pension obliges me to stay at least
seven days.
I was finishing lunch when B., whom I had met in Berlin, came over
to my table. I am waiting for him, as I write this, to take coffee with
him. A young athlete with bare arms, ,whom I had greatly admired,
was seated at his table. B. tells me that O. G, is here. I notify the hotel
office and beg them not to give my name.
22 August
How could complete frankness with you have been possible, since
it implied the confession of what I knew you to consider abominable,
and I not? since you considered abominable a part of me that I neither
could nor would sacrifice?
Wonderful flight of the palm trees, in the night, along the quay of
Calvi; wonderful outpouring of their palms. Wonderful fagades of the
tall houses behind them; balconies, terraces above the narrow street,
which is already dark. On the quays a half-naked people walk about,
the high society of several pleasure yachts mingling with the fishermen
of the little harbor; all redolent of thoughtlessness and pleasure-making.
The atmosphere invites one to summary physical pleasures, to games,
to debaucheries, and remains quite inappropriate for meditation,
At Calvi, most ordinary food. The amazing manager of the hotel
takes it very seriously; with an earnest, confidential, and pained tone
of voice he says:
""We are doing our best to please our clients, but it is not easy here.
What a country! What trouble I go to! Oh, if I told you, sir, that car-